THE BIGGIN HILL 
WE KNEW 


(digital version) 


More recollections of how Biggin Hill 
used to be, from residents, past and present 


Compiled by Tony Lewis for the Biggin Hill website: 
www.bigginhill-history.co.uk. 


Since adding the two previous editions 
of ‘The Biggin Hill We Knew’ to my 
website, | have had a lot of interest in 
what Biggin Hill was like all those years 
ago. | have received many emails 
detailing people’s recollections and as a 
result | have now started compiling: 


‘The Biggin Hill We Knew 3’. 


If you would like to add to this new 
edition, and including any photos, 
please email at: 


bigginhill.thenandnow@gmail.com. 


Thank you. 


JANE WESTBROOK 


My family moved to Biggin Hill in May 1964 when | was 9 and my sister Clare was 3 years old. Our house (where my 
parents still live) is in Nelson Close, off Village Green Avenue. It was built by Edward Drury, to the dismay of local 
residents | understand, on what had previously been common land where pigs and horses were allowed to run free. 
My maternal Grandmother, Lizzie Armson (but there will be none who now remember her), lived with us and she 
became friendly with Mr and Mrs Bartram who lived in an older bungalow in Village Green Avenue (it is still 
standing) and she was told of the residents disagreement with the planned new ‘estate’. Our address at that time 
included the line ‘Church Estate’. When we moved here, Village Green Avenue and Allenby Road were still unmade 
and | remember a large tree being felled in Village Green Avenue so as to straighten the path of the road a little. 
Village Green Avenue at that time still had direct access to the Main Road, opposite Edward Road. Malcolm says 
that there was vehicular access via Village Green Way to the Main Road as well but that must have been before the 
houses were built at the top end of Allenby Road. Before my time! | recall the Spitfire Youth Club being built in 
Church Road and my Gran worked there as a cleaner; she loved the interaction with people there having run a shop 
in her middle age. The youth leader was Garry Robinson. | never joined the club but Malcolm did and he says they 
had a disco room and a ‘bar’ where you could buy a fizzy drink or coffee. However, | do remember attending classes 
run by Derek D’Silva who lived with his wife Dorothy and son Derek at the top of Village Green Avenue. | think the 
classes were billed as self-defence classes for women and girls. He was a Judo expert. | found the classes a bit too 
rough for me and only went a couple of times! 


Before the Memorial Library was built in the 1980’s we had a light blue mobile library van which was parked, on 
Mondays, in Church Road a little way up from where the new monstrosity library and swimming pool now stand. 
One had several small cardboard ‘library cards’ into which the librarian placed a slip showing the title of the book 
you were borrowing. They filed your library card and slip in a wooden box file. That way they always knew who had 
borrowed which books from them. An old fashioned rubber date stamp was used to show the due date for return 
inside the front cover of the book. You were fined if you returned the book late. It was only pence but a deterrent 
none the less. The van carried a surprisingly good selection of books as | remember. Next to the library there was 
Ann’s Pantry / Alpine Grill owned and run by the Pallanca family (Italian maybe?). They emigrated to Australia but 
some of the family came back to live with ‘old’ Mrs Pallanca. | don’t ever remember going there to eat or have 
morning coffee. Indeed, my recollection is that the place was closed most of the time. They had a tiny bit of rockery 
at the front which was quite pretty in the spring, as | remember. The Grill later became The Raj Indian restaurant 
but it was demolished and replaced by a block of flats called Ray Hanna Court. There was a copse of trees and scrub 
around the cedar tree, in Aperfield Road including a lovely monkey puzzle tree, sadly no longer standing. Mr Tarrant 
the junior school lollipop man lived a few houses up from the cedar tree. My best friend Sandra Blake, daughter of 
Gerald and June, lived in a bungalow next to the cedar tree and we spent many happy hours playing amongst the 
trees and climbing up the cedar tree as far as we dared. Sometimes we went down to the Recreation ground to play 
on the swings, old fashioned roundabout, seesaw and a huge ‘bell’ that rocked and spun on a pole. 
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Another friend, Hilary Andrews who lived in Allenby Road, and | used to have tennis lessons at the tennis club in the 
recreation ground. We bought our tennis shoes from Conroy’s on The Pantiles, a shop run by two brothers. Just the 
place to buy wellington boots and slippers but not high fashion shoes! The upstairs of the property must have been 
stacked high with boxes as one brother always seemed to be up there throwing boxes down the stairs to the other. 
One also bought shoe laces and shoe polish and left shoes there to be repaired. Next to them, on one side, was 
Days electrical store (formerly Watsons for many years) and on the other side was the White Heather store (now 
the decorators shop). Millers builders merchants was at the far left hand end of the Pantiles and in the 1970’s there 
was a shop called Taylors (now the fish and chip shop I think) run by Mrs Taylor and latterly her son, lan, which sold 
wool haberdashery etc. 


There was an RSPCA hut roughly where Elite House is now but it never seemed to be open. Then joy of joys, there 
was a toy shop! It must have been where Academy Kitchens are now | think. What an emporium: Plasticine, Lego, 
dolls house furniture (I’ll come back to this later), plastic high heeled shoes with elastic straps (I was never allowed 
to have those), glitter, jigsaws, you name it they had it! Aperfield garage, now the Co-op and garage, was one of 
several garages in Biggin Hill in those days. Perhaps a surprising fact given that there were far fewer cars on the 
roads at that time. This garage was to be our family’s designated supplier when we all came close to petrol rationing 
in the 1970's, | still have the coupons somewhere | think. The Tremain family had a farm shop behind Mead House, 
now Mead Court. There were strawberry fields at the back where the ‘ideal homes’ estate was later built, off Jail 
Lane. Winn Saunders worked in there and latterly as a dinner lady with my mother at the junior school. According to 
my Mother, Winn had been a despatch rider in WW2 and still rode a motorbike to pick strawberries (somewhere) 
when she finished her duties as a dinner lady. 


Back to dolls house furniture. My then next door neighbour’s son (John Barnet-Lamb) made me a bungalow dolls 
house, much of which was furnished from The Toy Shop. The outside needed a ‘wood cladding effect’ so my friend 
Sandra and | spend time scouring the streets for the easily found ice lolly sticks in, dare | say it, the gutters. Of 
course, the ice cream van was a common sight in those days. We would hear the ‘come and buy one’ tune, and 
would rush out to buy a Fab, 99, Zoom or an ice cream block and wafers for my Gran. Whilst playing around the 
cedar tree one day | came across a dolls house size sofa, bed, wardrobe and dressing table. How bizarre to find such 
things! If they belonged to you, rest assured they have been played with by me and my niece for hours over the 
years! | don’t remember much about Temples but my husband does. His mother, Jean Westbrook (nee Bunton), 
worked there for many years. He is in the process of writing his own memoires. My family went there to buy 
paraffin for the stoves needed in winter even with central heating. | can still recall the smell they gave off which was 
not unpleasant and it still reminds me of Christmas. 


The Moving Church, Saint Mark, was already built when we moved here. | don’t think | had ever seen such a 
modern looking church. It still amazes me! Malcolm and | were married there in 1991 by Eric Heselwood. Before 
him was Alan Morris who followed Dennis Crouch. Before them was, of course, Vivian Symons. In the 1960’s the 
village enjoyed a very ecumenical religious period. The Roman Catholic Church was led by Father Hickey, the Baptist 
Church by the Minister Peter Webb and the Anglican congregation were led initially by Vivian Symons and later 
Dennis Crouch. Roman Catholic children went to catechism on Fridays, in school time, and we all had fish for lunch 
that day at school. There were ecumenical services held monthly, I’m reminded, but what really stays in my 
memory is that all congregations went to St Mark’s at Christmas to sing carols. We sang all the favourites: In the 
Bleak Mid-winter; Hark the Herald Angles Sing; O Little Town of Bethlehem; While Shepard’s washed their socks, 
opps, Watched their Flocks by Night and many others. The church always looked so beautiful. We learned about 
what the Reverend Vivian Symons had achieved and marvelled at the glass windows he cut using a dentist’s drill. 


Was there once a bank of daffodils facing the main road in front of the church which spelt out something. Does 
anyone remember this? | only remember the post office being where it is now close to the traffic lights on the Main 
Road. It was run by the Seager’s, whose son, Peter, is a friend of Malcolm’s. He married a friend of mine from 
school, Ann Skinner. There was a Co-op store, where Day Lewis pharmacy is now, which later became Bryant’s 
clothing store and school uniform outfitters. The Bon Bon newsagents, we often called it the ‘bottom paper shop’, 
stood where Bigg-in Bikes are now. Next door to the Bon Bon was a butchers shop called Ely & Sons, previously 
Chilmans. This shop is now a hairdressers and florists. 


We had a Liptons supermarket in the 1970’s (maybe into the 1980’s) which would have stood where the now closed 
Madison’s can be seen. The area was re-developed by Bob Porrit in the late 1970’s early 1980’s. The shops from 
Lilley’s Food Market to the Bon Bon newsagents were demolished and a new parade of shops was built. There was, 
at one time, a small arcade of little shops which lead through from the Main Road to the car park behind what are 
now Barclays Bank etc. Madison’s later consumed them all. We were lucky enough to have a travel agent called 
Travel Experience in the new parade. | cannot clearly remember now but they must have been either on the site of 
part of Barclays Bank or Occasions card shop. | think they closed down in the early 1990’s and moved down to 
Westerham. Bigg-in Bikes was previously Avery’s, l'Il call it a textiles shop. We were sad to see it go. 


| worked for a while in the Top Paper Shop when Stan Chadfield owned it - happy days - and did a paper round for 
him in the late1960’s up Church Road and down Old Tye Avenue. In those days the Bon Bon had a mirrored round 
and Julie Rowles, who lived on the Main Road, did theirs. Wow, were those delivery bags heavy then! We had the 
Radio Times, TV Times, Woman’s Weekly, Woman’s Realm and many others to be delivered weekly or monthly as 
well as the daily papers. | remember delivering the wrong papers to Mrs Comfort, the junior school teacher who 
lived in Church Road, and having to go back and put things right! In part of the building that is now NatWest Bank 
was a shop called Boston’s run, largely, as | remember it, by Mrs Boston who had twin daughters the ‘Boston Twins’ 
but | cannot remember their Christian names. This was a shop where you could order lingerie and they also stocked 
wools etc. Next to that was Lilley’s Food Market, roughly where the spitfire café is now | think. They sold Wavy Line 
products. It became an Ackerman’s bread shop for a while after Lilley’s closed and before the area was 
redeveloped. 


In 1971 my father bought a ‘new’ car, a Triumph 2000. Its colour was a rather ghastly air force blue (shouldn’t really 
say that with the RAF connection) but he had it re-sprayed brilliant white by the West Kent Motors garage opposite 
Haig Road. They were so proud of the job they had done that they displayed the car on their forecourt for as long as 
they could. My Father took that car regularly through car washes, not always advisable in those days with a re-spay, 
but the paint job withstood it all! | had driving Lessons in 1972 with ‘Hurricane School of Motoring ‘. The guy who 
ran the school was called Eastow (not sure of my spelling; was his Christian name Brian?), and my sister knew his 
daughter, Karen. He lived opposite Abbott’s. He used a mini as his instruction car and was a great instructor; using 
matchsticks in the back window rubber surround to help when reversing round a corner. | passed my driving test 
first time round at 17 years old, so he must been good! 


The Doctors surgery was where Hair 2K for women is now. They had a sort of ‘traffic light’ system for calling in the 
next patient. There was a red and a green light for the two different consulting rooms. You had to look around 
when you arrived to see who was in front of you as there was no receptionist and heaven help anyone who tried to 
push in front. | think when we moved here Dr Rohan had retired and we saw either Dr Crosskey or Dr Irvin or Dr 
Benison. | remember a stalk in the front garden of the District Nurse’s house next to the Baptist church. Her 
surname was Richardson and her daughter was Ann. The house was named Charlton. My mother remembers a 
patisserie shop somewhere near Charlton but | don’t think it could have lasted very long. There was a dental surgery 
on the corner of Haig Road, now the Darwin Veterinary Practice, where the dentist was Mr Punwar. It may latterly 
have been Mr Singh who was the resident dental surgeon. 


There was an elderly lady who lived on the corner of Allenby and Haig Road. She was called Miss Cook and had a 
rather dishevelled appearance. As children we very unkindly thought she was a witch. | was later told that she had 
been a teacher in WW2 and saved the lives of children by throwing herself over them as a shield from bombing. Not 
sure if this is correct. 


Soon after we moved here | joined the Girls Brigade run by Winn Horton and assisted by Cora Tyre. We met ona 
Friday evening in the hall belonging to the Baptist Church next to the primary school. | have given Tony Lewis a 
picture of the troop taken at a ‘Camp’ visit to Cooden on the coast. | have provided the names of some of the girls in 
the picture but cannot remember all of them. When the picture reaches the website you might be able to fill in 
some of the gaps. We used to march in uniform and | remember carrying our Brigade flag down to the War 
Memorial on Remembrance Sunday at the head of the troop. 


Top Row Left to Right: Jane Lake, Susan Westbrook, Christine Horton, Susan Hill, Michelle Smith, ?, Julie Rowles 
Middle Row Left to Right: Jane Ison, Christine Marshall, Cora Tyre, Winn Horton, ?, Barbara Westbrook, 
Bottom Row Left to Right: ?, ?, ?, ?, ?, Jayne(?) Smith, Susan Chapel 


The Baptist church held an annual ‘Sale of Work’ in the run up to Christmas, in November | think. There was jam, 
cake, clothing, sweets, a ‘white elephant’ stall and baby and dolls clothes knitted or crocheted. Malcolm’s mother 
was responsible for the dolls clothes stall. She packaged them in bags that were paper at the back and cellophane 
on the front. | remember looking at all the packets longingly as they were all beautifully made, but | could not afford 
to buy them with my meagre pocket money. However, my Gran saved the day and bought me a set of dolls 
bootees, mittens and a cardigan. (Malcolm says that she knitted these all year and stored them in a suitcase under 
her bed). In the summer the church had a Fete. Malcolm’s Mother was the “fete secretary”. There were the usual 
stalls of cakes, jams, a coconut shy (you could not get coconuts anywhere else in those days), skittles and every year 
there was a ‘guess the weight’ of a piglet. There was also a fancy dress competition. I’m sure | have a picture of my 
sister dressed as a mouse flanked by the Smith twins dressed as a tortoise and a hare. | cannot find the picture at 
present. | attended the old junior school where Waitrose now stands. The school uniform was brown with a brown 
and gold striped tie. | think the girls summer dresses were yellow and white gingham. Such a shame they changed it 
sometime after the school moved to Old Tye Avenue. A lot has been said about the teachers there, most of whom | 
remember. | was taught by Miss Steer and Mr Pilcher. My Father, Jim Ison, helped to dig the swimming pool which 
my sister must have had fun using but | had left the school by then. My Mother, Joyce Ison, worked as a dinner lady 
in the late 1960’s, early 1970’s. 


She knew Mrs Chance who | am told cooked the most wonderful school dinners including the superb Gypsy tart and 
‘shaving cream’ | remember a year when there was a partial solar eclipse and we all went into the playground to 
observe it through a pinhole in a sheet of paper. We would skip and play chase in the playground and line up in 
class rows when the bell was rung to end playtime. We made ‘slippery ice slides’ on the playground in the winter 
and played ‘conkers’ as there were, and still are, a number of old Horse Chestnut trees along Sutherland Avenue at 
the back of the school. The 1/3 pint bottles of milk were handed out by the milk monitor of the day. Always better 
in the winter when the tops would freeze! In the summer months the milk was luke-warm and not quite so 
palatable. The ‘nit’ nurse came round, twice a year | think, to check our hair for lice. Luckily | never had any nor was 
| aware that anyone else was singled out for treatment. 


School Sports days were held on the field at the side of the Baptist church before the swimming pool was dug out. 
They awarded rosettes for the winners and runners up. | might have received one for the 3 legged or skipping races 
but perhaps that’s wishful thinking! Pupils were enlisted to help in the teacher’s staff room to serve lunch. Sandra 
and | loved the banana custard and used to hide banana chunks at the bottom of the bowl to eat later! We had 
‘Music Movement and Mime’ classes outside in the playground. The music must have been played via a tape 
recorder. | think, also, country dancing to records | think. | recall | always had to be the ‘man’ and consequently have 
never been able to dance at all! We attempted to learn a little French language using paper pamphlets called, | 
think, Bonjour! Again, we must have been assisted by tape recordings. Children at the school were from all religious 
backgrounds. There were also children from the RAF family quarters who were from different ethnic backgrounds. 
For some pupils it was their first experience of children of Afro-Caribbean origin. We all got along very well with 
each other. | have very fond memories of that lovely school! There were jumble sales held on the School playground 
but who they were organised by | cannot say. | bought several 45 rpm records at one sale one of which was ‘If 
paradise is half as nice’ by Amen Corner (lead singer Andy Fairweather-Low), released in 1969. | still have the 
record. 


Of course, | remember the Abbott’s bakery. The best hot cross buns ever and only at Easter. But a lot has been 
written about them already. They sold VIVO and latterly Spar produce | think. When Abbotts closed it became 
Scobbles for a while. They sold bathroom ware, plumbing supplies etc. Malcolm can say a lot more about the store 
in the 1950’s and 1960’s as he frequently played with the late John Abbott who was Best Man at our wedding in 
1991. | cannot say | remember much about ‘The Teapot’ area but | know it was there and | do recall the large teapot 
and also Highclere house. They would have been where Costa coffee shop and others now stand. Marshall’s chemist 
was the place to get Max Factor make-up, Yardley products, doctor’s prescriptions and films developed. My 
husband’s late mother worked there from 1964 until 1983 when she died. Malcolm has happy memories of the 
Marshalls and the shop as another friend was Geoff Marshall, who now lives in New Zealand, with whom he remains 
in touch. Joan Allen Metal Detectors moved into the premises after Marshalls closed. In the 1960’s, somewhere 
near where Marshalls chemists was, there was a furriers shop, | don’t remember the name of it but it seemed an 
odd shop for Biggin Hill. They closed down not long after | came here and they moved, | believe, into premises 
opposite Brewers in Bromley. | think they may have then been burgled and, having lost all their stock, closed down. 
(The shop was called Werners, | now discover). The Paper Shop or ‘Top Paper Shop’ as we usually called it (Smiles 
dentist now) was, as I’ve said before, owned by Stan Chadfield and his wife Hazel. They lived behind and above the 
shop. Another emporium! Greetings cards, magazines, toys, stationery, glue, glitter, ‘fuzzy felt’, stamps for your 
stamp collection, cigarettes, tobacco, records (Malcolm bought his first LP there) and jars and jars of sweets. Audrey 
Trill used to help Stan ‘put up’ the papers every morning. A long job given that most houses had a paper delivered in 
those days. | remember an old chap who came into the shop regularly, his nickname was ‘Old Bill’, and he lived in 
the Grove. He said that he had been a driver on trams and buses out of Bromley. He had a card with a ‘number’ in 
single figures that he used to show everyone in the shop. As it was a single figure ‘number’ clearly he was an early 
driver for London transport buses. He used to buy wrapped boiled sweets which he had us put in a ‘poachers 
pocket’ in his coat and he handed them out to people he passed in the street. He always smelled of creosote but 
was a lovely old boy. 


Malcolm says the scout hut path/cinder path was higher up the road at that time but, again, | cannot remember 
that. My sister went to school with Sharon Starkey whose mother worked at the school as a dinner lady with my 
Mother. | believe they lived in a small cottage next to the top paper shop. There was also a bungalow called 
Charnwood, which must have been next to or on the same site as the Harris Hospicare charity shop. It was owned 
by Bertram Aves, a lovely old guy to whom one would take a saw to be sharpened. 


Malcolm also recalls that, close to where the New Scouts building is, there was another bungalow, which | vaguely 
remember too. It had topiary animals in the garden and the old chap who lived there played the drums. All this area 
has been redeveloped into Tudor Court and the new Scout Hut. 


Roughly opposite what is now Tudor Court was the Baptist Ministers Manse. The house still remains. Shortly after 
we moved here Peter Webb became the Baptist Minister with his, it seemed to me, very sophisticated wife 
Elizabeth. She had been a teacher and | remember going to her for extra English tuition. There was a shop called 
Martins Radio which sold electrical goods, toys and bikes. It was next to the Beauty Box which was, and still is, a hair 
dressing salon. The shop became the Wickham Super Store selling all sorts of goods such as shampoo, toilet paper 
etc. all at discount prices. Not quite the pound shops we see everywhere today but not dissimilar so you get the 
picture. Lyne’s butchers was where it was until fairly recently, now a funeral directors. There was always a queue for 
their cooked ham, John William’s honey and turkeys at Christmas. A sad loss! Colonel Dibbley was another village 
character. He was a very dapper gent who lived in the bungalow on the left of Village Green Way and he owned a 
Dalmatian dog. His daughter married Gilbert Smith who started the Biggin Hill News and lived in a bungalow in 
Sutherland Avenue (19). Where the Bengal Butler restaurant is now was the Williams’s fish and chip shop. You could 
buy a small bag of ‘batter bits’ from the fish frying. Were they called scratching’s or crackling? 


Malcolm worked for Lyne’s butchers and at the U-Do-It as a lad. He even remembers the U-Do-It as a grocery called 
the Farm Shop. This was owned and run by Doug Bradford who lived there with his wife Nancy who was the 
reception class teacher at Biggin Hill County primary school for many years. She taught my sister. After Doug retired 
the business was taken over by Ken Cook and family. It was then taken over by Tim Cattermole who has, sadly, 
recently closed the shop. La Deseada, next to U-Do-It, was another farm shop | believe. They sold Jubbly orange 
drinks which came in triangular shaped packages (I saw some recently but much smaller). They put them in their 
freezer during the summer months. Far better than just a drink! 


The old asbestos bungalow which stood on the corner of St Winifred’s was number 300 Main Road. Before that it 
was called Katoomba, which is a city in NSW Australia. The House was owned by Mr and Mrs Tucker. My mother 
thinks that they might have emigrated but later came back to the UK. That might explain the unusual house name. 
Mrs Tucker gave piano lessons and both my sister and | went up there on Mondays in the late 60’s. Sadly it 
coincided with the start of Star Trek on the television so I’m afraid neither of us learnt to play! | think Mrs Tucker 
was alive and in a home after the bungalow was ‘abandoned’. She had long hair which was platted and coiled 
around above her ears — a very gentle lady. Her husband was | think many years older than her. 


The village Bobbies in the 1960’s and 70’s were John Symons, Doug Eldridge and Sargent Moxam. They knew most 
children by name and you never wanted to get into trouble with any of them. The fire claxon used to sound from 
outside the police station, which was opposite the traffic lights, to alert everyone that the fire engine would soon be 
out and about. There was also a ‘Dr Who’ blue police box outside the police station. The building still remains, 
including the extension housing the police prison cell which was built, | think, in the late 1970’s. In the 1960, 70’s 
and 80’s there was always the buzz of light aircraft in the air. There were so many Flying clubs based in Biggin Hill 
back then. Hardly any now survive. 


We used to have both an RAF Air Display and a Civil Air Display weekend. The arrival of the Vulcan bomber could be 
heard for miles around, absolutely lovely! Why is Vulcan ‘558’ not funded by the National Lottery! The Lightning jet 
was also regularly in attendance. Again, another noisy display. There was always a proper fun fair with fairground 
stalls. | won several goldfish over the years. 


We used to have both an RAF Air Display and a Civil Air Display weekend. The arrival of the Vulcan bomber could be 
heard for miles around, absolutely lovely! Why is Vulcan ‘558’ not funded by the National Lottery! The Lightning jet 
was also regularly in attendance. Again, another noisy display. There was always a proper fun fair with fairground 
stalls. | won several goldfish over the years. 


There was a piece of Moon rock on display in a hanger at one Air Show but | cannot remember what year it was. 


Travel out of Biggin Hill was not as easy back then as it is now. We had the 410 bus service once an hour from 
Reigate to Bromley North with a ‘swinger’ on the half hour. Joan Normington ran a minibus to Orpington and later 
Crystal’s coaches ran a minibus to Croydon. It could have been Joan who ran the service to Croydon, | cannot quite 
recall as it was a while ago. Around the time we lost the Green Line 705 bus service, Metro Buses started to run a 
‘commuter’ coach into London. This service must have started around the late 1970’s and ran until the late 1980’s. | 
used the service for a while and remember waiting a very long time for the coach to arrive in Tooley Street, London 
Bridge on the day, in 1982, when the IRA detonated a bomb in Hyde Park. Bad weather in winter made traveling 
even more difficult with snow drifts on the Main Road at the airfield and buses unable to get up or down 
Westerham Hill. But nothing, I’m sure, like the winters of 1927 and 1963. | seem to remember a Safeway’s delivery 
lorry getting stuck in a drift on the Westerham bound carriageway on the airfield even in the late 1980’s. London, 
and even Bromley, based employers could never quite understand the problems that residents of Biggin Hill could 
face in the winter months! The problem persists even into the 21* Century. 


It is a shame to have lost so many of the original dwellings with such wonderful names not just numbers! I’ve known 
of some of their names for many years Bydawee, Berry-Narbor, Mai-Habar, Kia-Ora, Kenilworth, Te Hira and others. 
How many of them are still standing? Malcolm and | live in Sutherland Avenue in the house once owned by the 
Archard family, a home called Kent Acre House. 


These are memories going back 49 years. So if my memory has failed me please write something for the website to 
put the record straight. 


Jane Westbrook (nee Ison) 11 March 2013 


Mary Wilkinson 


| lived in Biggin Hill four times, the first being in 1947 with my Parents and Brother in a bungalow named 
“Hazeldene” (now demolished) in Jail Lane which my Father's Parents had lived in some years before, and in which 
several of his nine Siblings had subsequently taken over after their Parents had died. | attended the C of E Cudham 
School in Jail Lane and remember Mrs. Boon who seemed to be fond of rapping Pupils over the knuckles with a ruler 
when she felt it necessary! One of my better memories is of going to the Shop up the road from the School to buy 
Sherbet Dips at Lunch Time. Our Bungalow was opposite the Markham’s Farm (now Charles Darwin School) and on 
many occasions | would be sent there with stale bread and food scraps and watch them being stirred into the Pig 
Swill Vats! Another memory is of being taught to tell the time by a Gentleman who lived a few doors away and of 
watching his Wife using her Treddle Sewing Machine. We also use to visit relatives who lived in The Grove and climb 
Jacobs Ladder at the far end. 


The second time | lived in Biggin Hill was in 1953 on arrival back from Burma where my Father, being in the RAF, had 
taken a “posting”. We stayed temporarily with my Mother's Parents in a bungalow in Jail Lane named “Oernant” 
which is still standing, but has been enlarged. Although my Father had a “posting” in Essex my Parents bought a new 
bungalow in Old Tye Avenue which was a very bumpy and stony unmade road in those days. My Father spent his 
weekends cultivating the new garden and growing vegetables, and also built a boundary brick wall along the front. | 
and my Brother attended the Tin Tabernacle Church most Sundays where he soon became a Choir Boy and | just 
remained a Member of the Congregation. | took Piano Lessons from a Lady who lived in St. Winifreds Road with her 
very friendly long-haired Dog, and every week | would walk there and back on my own across The Green at the top 
end of Old Tye Avenue until | decided that | wanted to learn Ballroom Dancing. | remember my Parents reluctantly 
letting me have Dancing Lessons at The Shirley Cox School of Dancing which | thoroughly enjoyed, but | had to 
abandon the Piano Lessons as it seemed they couldn't afford to pay for both. Other memories are of climbing over 
styles into fields where we picked Blackberries (in September) through a wood where we gathered Bluebells (April- 
May) and out into the West Kent Golf Course, and of catching the 410 Bus with my Friends for School in Bromley. 


The third time | lived in Biggin Hill was in 1958 with my Grandparents so that | could work in London by catching the 
410 Bus at 7.00am to Bromley South Station for the 7.45am train. | eventually married my first Husband in St. 
Mark’s Church in 1963. 


In 1968 | moved to Biggin Hill for the fourth and last time to live in what was known as The Valley, but was in fact on 
the side of the hill in a new small development of Town Houses in Timbertop Road, and many times | would push 
and walk my two Sons up and down those hills especially Jugs Hill. | moved away later in 1970 soon after my 
Daughter was born, but on a few occasions | have returned to reminisce as | have fond memories of Biggin Hill. 
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Mary, with ‘pram’, outside Bottom Temples in the Valley. 


Jazie 


Stumbled across this website whilst looking for something else! Brings back lots of memories particularly 
of childhood - the winter of 63 when we had snow which lasted from boxing day to March, playing out all 
day during the school holidays - exploring fields and derelict houses, catching tadpoles in the ponds at 
Norheads Farm and watching them grow into frogs, collecting lizards and slow worms, and taking our 
bikes and riding for hours down the bumpy and muddy roads, walking the mile each way to Biggin Hill 
primary school each day - mums didn't take you in those days, learning to swim in the freezing swimming 
pool at Biggin Hill primary, and using the equally freezing swimming pool behind the salt box cafe where 
we used to spend all day during the summer hols - a proper sun trap with amazing views. 


In the early 60's there seemed to be so many fires, and when there was a siren would go off echoing 
around the valley and our dog would howl until it stopped - in a relatively short space of time a wooden 
bungalow burnt down started by a galore oil heater, birds in the roof started another house fire in a 
friend of my mum's bungalow, a barn smouldered on for more than a week on Norheads farm, and a big 
fire where the library now stands which had flames that looked like 60ft high - | used to go to bed 
convinced that if | closed my eyes my house would catch fire. 


Top Temples used to have a greengrocery shop outside the main shop until a lorry demolished it - | think 
it was probably a gritter - the main shop was like a mini department store as they sold clothing and bits of 
furniture and the further you went to the back of the store the more it became more antiquated with 
dusty objects on display which no one ever seemed to want to buy. Mead Farm used to have a farm shop 
and | used to buy vegetables there in the 80's. My mum and aunt, and other local ladies used to 
strawberry pick on the farm in the 60's during the strawberry season and if | ever got the chance to go I'd 
fill myself with the most delicious strawberries. It's made me start thinking how many original plots of 
land still exist in the size and shape they were first sold, and how many may still be owned by 
descendants of those who first purchased them. 


Robert Sayer 


Being born and still living in Biggin Hill | can remember being sent down there on a Saturday morning to 
do the shopping for Mum so | would have been around 8 to 12 years old so my memory maybe a little 
vague in places. The fruit and veg was sold in the separate annex immediately in front of the main 
entrance to the shop. | think what happened a lorry knocked the whole area down at some stage. 


As you walked into the shop turning right the meats and tinned food where sold down the RH side of the 
shop. There were chairs and tall stools where the ladies could sit waiting to be served no doubt tired after 
the long walk up Polesteeple Hill. 


On the LH side was where the Linen, wool for knitting and general Haberdashery. The Centre Isle ran 
practically down the full length of the shop | can't remember what was on display but halfway down was 
where Mrs Temple sat in the cashiers enclosed area it looked very dark and imposing but | think she was 
the one who handled the cash when purchasing your goods. | maybe wrong but | know there was a 
break-in and robbery at some stage. 


Further down in the shop was to me a bit of a no go area as there was steps going down into maybe a 
furniture and carpet display area which as a young lad | would have been sent packing having no business 
in that area. Outside there was also a glass annex to the Right of the building where the delivery lorry is 
shown in your photograph. This also displayed furniture and carpets. 


Bottom Temples at the bottom of Stock Hill was run by Mr & Mrs Clarke so | have plenty of tails about 
that place as | hung out with their boys for most of my youth. 


Bob 


Peter Davies 


Here is a photo of Maytrees, Main Road, Biggin Hill. My great Uncle William Davies lived there from the 
mid 1920's to 1953. 


During the war he had a lodger, Norman Roberts, who was a civilian meteorologist at RAF Biggin Hill. 
Norman was killed in one of the air raids on the airfield on 30.8.1940. Somehow this photo of Maytrees 
was given to Norman's son who passed it to his granddaughter's husband David Househam who kindly 
passed it to me. 


| have a problem dating the photo. From the ladies fashions it was plainly not taken when Norman lived 
there. A friend tells me that some older less well off ladies continued with the Edwardian style long skirts 
up to the start of the 30's? Looking at William, his wife and 2 children, on the right, | would put it at about 
1928. | don't know who the others in the photo are, it looks like an event to celebrate a new child, a 
christening perhaps? Maybe neighbours, the older couple on the left are certainly not relations. 


William died in 1957 and was living at Charlton, Main Road, (do you know that address?), leaving a small 
sum to Nellie Agnes Smith of Biggin Hill, no relation. His son also William was a Builder and still living at 
Maytrees. 


Peter. 


(Editor’s note: Maytrees and Charlton were numbers 164 and 166 Main Road) 


Simon 


My brother & sister & myself have very fond memories of Kings Road and the woods behind in the early 
seventies, my Nan and Grandfather (Bill & Violet Knowlden) purchased a house there and then went on 
to build two houses beside 246 & 248 Kings Rd, my Father owned one and my Nan owned the other. 
Sadly my Grandfather passed away shortly after. Of course it as all changed now. Kings Rd was a dusty 
un-surfaced road back then and building of many houses had already begun as a kid on summer holidays. 
Sadly I lost contact with my Father for many years and have since found out he as recently passed on, he 
was a regular in the Flying Machine (John The Gun) sadly | only have memories of Biggin Hill as a kid now 
but thanks to this site | have learnt a great deal about Biggin Hill, thank you. 
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Thelma 


| was born in Biggin Hill on 17% May 1931 in Berry’s Green Road where my parents ran a Tea Rooms and Camping 
ground. | started at Jail Lane School when | was five but my Mother thought some of the kids a bit rough and found 
me a tiny private school in the valley called Pinecroft. | was a large room divided into 3 or 4 separate classes but 
only divided by low partitions so you had to be quiet and very well behaved. The journey was a problem as it was 
about two miles from home but on some days | went in Lou Linningtons taxi and other times my Mum would walk 
me up Jail Lane to Barbara Markhams house and | would go with her as she also attended the school. As war clouds 
gathered the school ,decided to evacuate further out into the country away from the Airfield but my Mother did not 
want me to go so | relocated to Jail Lane School. 


| was very happy there this time and made many friends, there was Edith Nevard who | sat next to in most classes, 
Lucy Lambert, Kitty Earing and Anita Scotten. | could go on with names, my memories are so clear. The boys | recall 
clearly are Dennis Jordon, Jerry McCall and the school heartthrob Robin Green, nicknamed Cabbage. During the 
war most of us did not attend school and those that did had lessons in the Air Raid Shelters, some days there were 
only half a dozen of us there and the only teachers were the Headmaster Mr Uden and Mrs Laurent. We really did 
not do any lessons but did craft work and generally messed around but it was all good fun. My Mother always 
worried when | attended school but | was very strong willed. Miss Billings and Mrs Boone are two of my favourite 
teachers and | do remember that one of our male teachers, Mr Lydon was killed within a few days of joining the 
forces. They were sad times and I recall Mr and Mrs Rogers being shelled and killed in their shelter. 


| left school at 14 having failed to obtain a scholarship to Bromley High but | really did not want to go there so 
perhaps | did not try! | had many and varied jobs during my teens working in Orpington, Bromley and 
Westerham. In 1952 | married Stan Sears who parents owned Biggin Hill House which they ran as a Tea Gardens 
and Cafe. This was great meeting place for the young folks of the village. We settled in a caravan on the Restavon 
Camp Site and | began working for Abbotts Bakery. | was on a bread delivery van with Arthur Blake and these were 
some of the happiest times in my working life. The Abbotts treated the staff like family and everyone was 
happy. The winters were hard and even delivering bread through snowdrifts did not deter me from that job. The 
other van was used by Frank Abbott and Mavis Blake. a really happy family environment. 


In 1956 Stan and | moved to Greatstone on the south coast where | worked for Mr and Mrs Sears who had moved 
there and purchased a cafe on the seafront. Stan worked first for the local butcher and then at Lydd Airport as a 
baggage handler and car transport loader. We had eight wonderful years there but visited Biggin Hill and my folks 
often. For some mad reason we decided to come to New Zealand and the dreadful winter of 62/63 decided us and 
we came here in 1964. We have had a great life here an d despite many visits back to the Old Country our roots 
were set down in New Zealand. Stan died six years ago and | live in a lovely Retirement Village and despite my 
advancing years | am very happy and think of Biggin Hill with much happiness. | still keep in touch with Jack 
Temples family, Jack was Stan’s great friend. 


Thelma Sears (Parrish) 


Anne Hassall 


Oct 1947 - 'Hartington’, Lusted Hall Lane. 


About 1950 — My mother and father and 
me, plus 'Bonzo’ at ‘Hartington’ 


My early recollections are of living at ‘Hartington’, Lusted Hall Lane, now sadly the house has gone. My mother and 
father Brenda and Bertram Hassall moved there from South Norwood in 1947 shortly after | was born. ‘Hartington’ 
was the second house up the lane from Upper Drive and at the end of our back garden to the right the woods 
stretched down to Upper Drive. It was a little house with a veranda at the front with outside toilet and water pump 
at the back. They were happy days for me with a large garden and bluebell woods over the other side of the lane. 
At some stage my mother did cream teas on the front lawn. 


My father was a painter and decorator, but he also had a business producing waste paper bins. He would deliver 
them in his van to department stores like Grants of Croydon and to stores as far as Eastbourne. Sometimes | 
accompanied him as a child on his trips. Our neighbours were Florrie and Arthur Mortlock (a plumber) and their 
daughter Lesley who later moved up to the Main Road in Biggin Hill. Further up the lane there was Mr Albert Smith 
who worked from his little wooden house rolling and packing cigarettes. 


Further still was Brown’s farm and | can recollect screaming as | was carried around their pond, being terrified of all 
the black tadpoles and newts wriggling around in the water. The pond is no longer there, but it was a very pretty 
place. When | was older we swam in the pond and picked strawberries in the surrounding field. We were paid by 
weight and by the basket. At the bottom of Lusted Hall Lane and Polesteeple was Blake’s garage in Sunningvale 
Avenue. My mother used to wheel me in the pram to shop at Tatsfield. She also played tennis at a tennis club on 
Ricketts Hill. The tennis court was in the grounds to the left of a beautiful Georgian house which still stands today. 
New houses have been built where the tennis court was, but the original gate featuring arches built into the frame 
still remain. Dr Rohan from the Main Road, Biggin Hill was our doctor and | have a recollection of falling off the 
washing line that | was swinging on and cutting my chin open. 


We moved from Lusted Hall Lane to 27 Sutherland Avenue, Biggin Hill in 1952. My sister Thelma was born in 1952 
and it would have been very difficult for my mother to take me to Biggin Hill Primary School and back, negotiating 
Polesteeple Hill four times a day, also pushing Thelma ina pram! Later a seat was erected half way up Polesteeple 
and it was a very welcome break, even though I was young. When my sister Thelma was born | can remember 
being looked after at the Fox & Hounds while my Dad must have gone to the hospital to be with my Mum. I have a 
recollection of our moving day and did not want to leave our home, being upset and holding onto my small chair 
trying to make sure it stayed with our other furniture. 


27 Sutherland Avenue in 1952. Whitecliff can just be 
glimpsed on the left. The view from my bedroom 
dorma window was over what was then, the beautiful 
green valley. The more modern window attic window 
on the gable end had probably just been put in by my 
parents as can be seen by the ladder with my father 
standing at the top. This window overlooked the grass 
playground and Primary School) 


My mother Brenda Hassall standing outside Aston Villas 
and looking down Sutherland Avenue. 


Our semi detached house in Sutherland Avenue was next 
door but one to Biggin Hill Primary School and is one of the 
few original houses left in Sutherland Avenue. Our next 
door neighbour was Mrs Cope. My childhood days were 
halcyon, roaming free with the other children from early 
morning till dusk through primrose and bluebell woods. 


Looks like my first day at Primary School (Me 2nd right) 


| can remember the first class at Primary School and a few teachers names, Miss Billings, Mrs Radcliffe, Mrs Comfort, Mr 
Pilcher and of course the headmaster Mr Huckle. My recollection of Mr Huckle was as he patrolled the playground often 
shouting ‘Pick up that litter’. Our access to the school was through the little gate at the back in Sutherland Avenue. 


In winter we had long slides across the playground and the icicles on the front on the main building veranda were 
enormous. | cannot ever remember the school being shut because of the weather. Summers we played marbles, 
skipping and hula-hoop. | remember the sports days on the lovely playing field with laurel hedges and doing the high 
jump. My first school friend was Libby Williams from 19 Sutherland Avenue. | think her parents owned the mushroom 
farm at the bottom of Ricketts Hill. | missed her when they emigrated to Tasmania. 


| was a child ballet dancer at the Shirley Cox’s ballet school at Aperfield Court in the Aperfield Garage showroom and we 
paraded in the Westerham Carnival dressed as poodles. | was sent for piano lessons with Miss Capps who lived in a 
picturesque little house in Sutherland Avenue either on the corner of Edward Road or St Winifreds Road. Difficult to tell 
now as nothing is left of this house. | never got the hang of it and dreaded my lessons as | had never done the practise. | 
was sent to Sunday school at the Baptist Church where there were lessons held by an elderly lady from Sutherland 
Avenue and the only thing | can remember were the rolls she gave us filled with a sweet sugar filling. | think this lady and 
her elderly sister sadly died when their little wooden shack in Sutherland Avenue burnt down. 


We had a large garden in Sutherland Avenue which included a plot to the side of the house which was later sold off by my 
parents where a bungalow was built. We had a long back garden, nearly to the Main Road. We could take a short cut to 
the Main Road through Mr & Mrs Wall’s garden, passed an Alsatian dog in a cage at the back of the house and through 
the Baptist Church grounds. At a later stage we could go through our back garden via the back of West Kent Motors 
where Crouches coaches were parked. Our back garden was sold off at some stage, but in the beginning we had loads of 
garden to play in. 


| could be wrong but | vaguely remember a butcher’s shop with sawdust on the floor with carcases hanging and also 
Barclays Bank. This could have been to the left of West Kent Motors or on the site before West Kent Motors was built? 


The children in our road would congregate in a gang that would roam freely from house to house and garden to garden. 
We had a wonderful time and radiated out from the Pinewoods on our home ground to everywhere in Biggin Hill, the 
Valley, Tatsfield, Berrys Green and Westerham Hill. The woods, footpaths and roads which were nearly all tracks in 
those days, were our domain to play in. 


The crossroads of Lebanon Gardens and Sutherland Avenue. 


The people, houses and wooden shacks in Sutherland Avenue were very varied. There was a stock broker (Mr Archard?) 
in a lovely house near the beginning of Sutherland Avenue. There were large houses and small wooden shacks all 
different and beautifully spaced out along the chestnut tree avenue. The views across the valley were spectacular. There 
was a bungalow with a lovely pond and waterfall further up. Mr & Mrs Priest had a revolving summerhouse in their 
garden for Dorrie their daughter. She had been seriously ill with TB and they wanted to catch all the sunshine for her. 
They also had access from Sutherland Avenue to the Main Road, which came out between the shops (possibly The Beauty 
Box and Lynes). 


Our next door but one neighbours were Duncan, Jane and Peter Willoughby from Whitecliff. Jane was a friend and 
sometimes enemy who used to lie in wait for me after school and chase me. | never knew which way to run home, via 
the cinder path or round from Lebanon Gardens! We had ‘wars’ and stood on the shed in our garden and threw mud 
slingers over the garden hedge across Mrs Cope’s garden to the Willoughbys. Further down was the road were Gillian, 
Jennifer, Hilary and Anthony Smith at number 19 Sutherland Avenue. My best friend was Gillian who had an orchard in 
the plot of land which was in their side garden. There were brick foundation remains of a cinema in the back garden and 
we used their back garden as another short cut to the Main Road. We called it the ‘backway’ which was shared with the 
Sturts who lived next door. At some stage there was a vet practice down this alleyway which led to Lilleys, the first 
supermarket in Biggin Hill where you could shop around yourself with a basket. On the other side of the track from Lilleys 
was a dentist in the bungalow that had a brick wall round it. 


Gillian was a good tree camp maker and we had ‘camps’ all over the place. We had camp fires in the garden and cooked 
chips. We had a phase of roller skating in Gillian’s bungalow and | do not know how her mother put up with us up and 
down the long parquet corridors. There was always something going on at Gillian’s - cocktail parties, or Conservative 
functions etc. Gillian’s grandfather Colonel Dibley and grandmother lived at Greenside on the Main Road at the corner of 
Village Green Way. There used to be a fish and chip shop in the shops opposite. We sometimes visited them and the 
bungalow still stands today, but several houses were built in their garden. 


Other playmates were Nina Terry who lived opposite number 19 and Michael next door. The Terrys only had gas 
lighting for years after the rest of us had electric light. The little wooden shacks they lived in are no longer there, but they 
all had wonderful gardens to play in and great views over the valley and access the pinewoods. Jumping over bushes, 
high jump and climbing trees was some of our play. During icy weather we used to make ice slides down Sutherland 
Avenue. 


Shopping seemed to be a pleasure in those days with my mother as they were the days when you could sit on a stool at 
the counter and the shop assistant would do the hard work, find the goods or you could leave a list and it would be 
delivered when you wanted. The money was paid through an overhead wire system. | remember the wonder of Temples 
and | think Michael Temple was in my class at Primary School. 
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Another excitement was sledging and there were plenty of choices of hills to choose from. The Willoughby’s had an 
authentic sledge from the North Pole. Our gang would go to the field at the corner of Ricketts Hill and Paynesfield 
Road where there was a good slope. We would roam through the woods at the bottom through to Tatsfield. The 
winters were always bad and when the Main Road used to be blocked my father would rescue people and bring them 
back to our house for a cup of tea. My sister and | had a camping stage and we used to go to the field of the farm next 
to Tatsfield Church. The cows were a fright in the night as all we could hear was heavy breathing through the tent. 


We had lodgers from the RAF in our attic room in Sutherland Avenue. | remember there being a married couple and 
then someone named Brian who went back to his parents in Battle at the weekend. We also had an elderly lady lodger 
in the front room. The milkman called every day and the man from the Prudential once a month. One of the later Pru 
men was Pat Beegan from Berrys Green Road. Even when we were quite young we would catch the 410 to Westerham 
and head for Westerham streams with our fishing nets and jam jars. Sometimes we would take our bikes to Tatsfield 
or Berry’s Green. We would often go to the Rec to play cricket and rounders. 


Riding was another phase where we went to Mrs Gumbrell’s riding school and her son Steve used to accompany us on 
rides. The riding school was situated on the corner of Lusted Hall Lane and Upper Drive. Mrs Gumbrell owned the 
land over the other side of Lusted Lane and also from Upper Drive down over St Mary’s Green and through to St 
Mary’s Grove. There are so many houses there now | cannot recognise any of it. We had a terror of a dog named 
Perry who used to roam free every day when we were at school and my mother and father were at work. The door 
was ‘on the latch’ and Perry would follow me to the bus in the morning, be sighted at the RAF camp canteen and all 
over the place. 


| failed my 11 plus and was sent to Princess Plain Secondary School at Bromley Common and missed my friends. Then 
at age fifteen | was lucky enough to attend Bullers Wood, Bromley Technical High School for a two year secretarial 
course. It was a marvellous school and | was so proud to wear the uniform. Miss Gibson ruled with a rod of iron and 
there was no way | would dare to take my pudding hat off until | was well away from the bus and in the safety of 
Lebanon Gardens. Being reported with your hat off was a terrifying offence. 


Other treats would be to catch the 705 from Tatsfield to Streatham Ice Rink. Also | remember skating on Keston 
Ponds. 


My teenage years were carefree and so much fun. There was Friday night dancing at the W.I. Hall in Lebanon Gardens. 
They also held great jumble sales in the W.I. hall where bargains could be found in those days. For some reason | 
remember dolls being displayed in a glass cabinet in the W.I. Hall. We attended The Young Conservatives in the church 
hall at the top of what was then the junction of Stock Hill and the Main Road. Another entertainment was to go to the 
Salt Box café and the swimming pool at the back overlooking in the valley. 


When | got older | had another friend Marion Gooderham and she lived at the top of Norheads Lane. Her family was 
large and it was like ‘The Darling Buds of May’ up there over the other side of the valley. When she left school she 
worked in Marshall’s the chemist for a time before she and her family moved to the Delbridge Hotel in Faversham. We 
would go to the Folk Clubs and Bromley Court Hotel. Sometimes we would crash in on the Flying Club dance nights or 
go to gigs at Chislehurst Caves. 


The pubs were great places in my era and my father, being an old Biggin Hill ‘character’ would be a regular at the Fox & 
Hounds. He worked at his metal waste paper business from what we called the ‘Shed’ which was barn sized near the 
Fox & Hounds and seemed enormous to me when | was a child. My father had it stacked nearly to the roof with 
hundreds of waste paper bins. He had a partition on the front right hand side where he did the spraying. Then he 
pasted prints on them and they were very attractive. Sometimes he paid me pocket money to wrap the bins in brown 
paper, but Mr Craig was employed to help. He lived in the little terrace of cottages on the Main Road just down from 
the Fox & Hounds on the other side of the track from the Transvaal Cottages. 


Before | went to Australia my boy friend Clive kept an old Morgan car in the 'Shed' and spent years doing it up. He had 
only just finished it when we went to Australia, so he had to sell it very cheaply. Wish he had kept it, but we didn't 
know we would return to England. 


As | got older, and could drive, my sister and | would collect my father from the Fox and Hounds and other public 
houses. There would always be a good crowd of locals and our father would delight in introducing us both to 
everyone. He could be seen in the Working Mens Social Club and always had his pockets full of packets of sweets from 
the Bon Bon or Wades. He was usually dressed in his white overalls. When the Cherry Tree Golf Club was built my 
father decorated it and became a regular. Most Friday nights | would get the telephone call to collect him by car as he 
had had a good time socialising. 


In 1966 at age nineteen | was thrilled to get a job at the BBC Tatsfield Receiving Station, Tatsfield in Beddlestead Lane, 
off the B2024. | sometimes walked to work and cut across the fields or went straight through Tatsfield. It was great 
when I borrowed Mum and Dads car. | had the most wonderful time there from 19 till 22 years of age. There were 
approximately 70 staff and only 4 of us were women. | emigrated to Australia in 1969 when | was 22 and nothing 
remains of all the buildings and aerials that were there. Last time | was there in 2001 it looked as though BT was using 
the site. 


When | returned to Biggin Hill from Australia in 1972 | was shocked by the changes that had taken place by the 
developers B W Brazier. My then husband Clive and | stayed at my mother and father’s house for a few weeks. He 
worked temporarily at Covent Garden at night and at the garage in BH during the day. | worked at the RAF Officers 
and Aircrew Selection Centre from about 1972 to 1974 and then for Ministry of Defence at Fort Halstead. 


In 1974 we rented 78 Sutherland Avenue, a little wooden hut which belonged to a lovely couple, Jack and Jackie 
Rashley Belcher who only stayed in their beautiful 1920s bungalow next door at weekends, when they came down 
from Kensington. He was a surgeon and loved to get stuck into the garden whilst listening to the sound of opera. We 
stayed here until 1974. In 1974 my parents moved from Sutherland Avenue to Norfolk. 


| last visited Biggin Hill in 2001 with my son for a whirlwind trip down memory lane. | was dismayed at even more 
development and change. Lebanon gardens had previously been a little chestnut tree lined unmade up road. There 
were traffic lights were where | used to catch the bus on the Main Road. 


Stock Hill used to start just below where Temples shop used to be in Temples Hill. There was a seat in the little triangle 
of land between what was then called Polesteeple and Stock Hill. 


What used to be known as Temples Hill and top of Stock Hill has been blocked off. Hillcrest was just a small unmade 
road leading off from Temples Hill. So much has changed and | can hardly recognise any of it. 


| can still see some little glimpses and reminders of how it used to be. | am very pleased that this website has been 
created for posterity. After living in Norfolk for nearly 40 years | still consider Biggin Hill as my home and roots, 
although | am now a stranger there. 


Me walking with Perry at back of Westerham streams 


Thelma Tinnams (nee Hassall) 


Me, far left, at a Fete in Biggin Hill (where the swimming pool/library is today) 


| lived at 27 Sutherland Avenue on and off until my parents Brenda and Bertram Hassall moved to Norfolk when | was 


22. 

| have memories of being in Girls Brigade, having to attend the Baptist Church every Sunday, being part of church 
parades and attending Biggin Hill Primary School. My mum, Brenda, was a keen tennis player and | can remember her 
playing tennis at Biggin Hill rec and me playing outside the wired courts. 

| had many friends and what was lovely was that we all were local kids and went to the same school. | don't think I'd 
heard of private schools.. | remember 'Ant' Smith, Susan Hill, Susan Brown, Suzanne Bond and Janet ‘ding dong’ Bell. 
All lived within walking distance and great times were had cycling the bomb holes in the woods. | was a ‘latch key' 
child and our back door was left unlocked all day so my sister (Anne) and | could get in until mum and dad got back 
from work. | remember the school teachers as being strict but fair. | have included a photo of my final school report 


signed by the head, Mr. Huckle. 
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| used to swim at Susan Brown's pond on Lusted Hall Lane. There were newts and tadpoles but it didn't deter us. | can 
remember picking strawberries and potato picking. The Brown's used to have an old van and used to stock it up with 
fresh produce and sell it locally, if | remember rightly, street by street.. 


One friend lived at South Street Farm. We used to ride her ponies bare back. They kept pigs on the farm and | loved 
them. Deliveries were made to the Farm from local bakeries of wrapped cakes and bread that wasn't sold. This was to 
feed the pigs and | can remember helping ourselves and eating masses of cakes and biscuits. One dreadful memory | 
have is being asked if | wanted to go with my friend when her pigs went to market. Oh the innocence of the young. | 
can still remember the squealing and me crying going back to the farm with the empty lorry. With hindsight, this is 
probably why | turned veggie when I was 20! 


| 'half passed’ my eleven plus, not being smart enough for Bromley Grammar and went to Bromley Technical High 
School for Girls (now Bullers Wood). This entailed getting the 410 bus to Bromley, then the 227 to Widmore Green 
and then a 20+ minute walk to the School. | remember dances at the WI Hall, Lebanon Gardens and a local youth club 
where | met my then boyfriend. | worked part-time at both the garages at Leaves Green. Petrol was 4 gallons for a 
pound! 


My dad's friend Bernie Britton (wife Joyce) owned the Salt Box Cafe which was a motorcycle cafe. My dad and Bernie 
were both Masons. Bernie and Joyce treated the bikers as their family. The Cafe was often packed with queues of 
leather clad bikers. | remember the cook who made very popular homemade apple pies and a mean bread and butter 
pudding. She chain smoked and her cigarette ash would be dangling over the apples cooking! Plus Bernie's large 
bulldog was often in the kitchen and whenever Bernie wasn't about it would try and nip your ankles. | don't remember 
the customers getting food poisoning. The cafe had a bad reputation locally but | found the bikers friendly and loyal. 
Bernie had a ‘swear box' on the counter. There was a juke box, pinball machines and table football (at which | became 
quite proficient - not cheating by spinning the handles).. 


A beautifully positioned swimming pool was built behind the Salt Box with views over the valley and my sister Anne 
and | had special access due to Bernie.. 


At this time the Nightingale Cafe was open (now Squires Timber) and | would go there with my boyfriend. This Cafe 
had an even worse reputation - with justification. There was a rock and roll juke box and pinball machines. On the 
walls of the cafe were mod scooter side panels/bubbles hung up as 'trophies' of various jaunts. To the front there was 
a car park where bikers congregated. A police car drew up here once and | have memories of it being turned upside 
down. We would go on 'runs' to local pubs or to the coast where we often got turned away. Unofficial speed trials 
were held from the Nightingale to Bromley with many an accident on chicken farm bends. | can still remember the 
filthy toilets to the rear of the cafe. They were disgusting. 


The Salt Box Cafe was sold off and Bernie and Joyce moved from memory to the Jail Lane/Single Street area of Biggin 
Hill. The cafe became a night club (Manor Club?). | worked there for a short while but it was quiet all evening and 
then got busy when the local pubs shut after 11pm. The Club shut 12'ish from memory and getting home to 
Sutherland Avenue after clearing up (1 pm'ish) was a problem. | had to walk or cycle. | used to go to the Biggin Hill 
social club for dances with my friend Lynne Camhi. 


When | was about 22 my parents went to Norfolk and | flat/house shared until | moved in with my now husband Alan 
Tinnams (an ex mod!). We moved out to Charing Kent and then due to circumstances wanted to move back to the 
Bromley/Biggin Hill area. We were horrified by the thoughtless over development of a once lovely area. We currently 
live in Caterham. 


Although the village has been spoilt there are obviously still those who care strongly about it - well done to you!! 


Thelma 


